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T heTragedie of 

Being nere fo little vrgd another way, 

T o pluck him headlong from the vfurped throne, 

T he louc of wicked men conuerts to fear e, ' 

That fcare to hatc,and hate turnes one or both 
To worthy daunger and deferued death. 

P&fkrMy guilt be on my head.and there an end: 

Take leaue and part,for you mult part forthwith. 

King Doubly diuorft,(badde mcn)you violate* 

A twofold marriage.betwixt my Crowne and me. 

And then betwixt me and my maried wife. 

Let roe vnkifle the oath betwixt thee and mce: 

And yet not fo,for with a kifle twas made. 

Part vs Northumberland,! towards the north. 

Where fhiuering cold and ficknefle pines the clime: 
my wife to France, from whe/icc jfet foorth in pompe, 

She came adorned hither like fweete May,, 

Sent backe like Hollowmas.orfliortrt of day. 

Jgueene And mud we be diuided?mutt we part? 

Ktng I hand from hand (my loue)and .heart from heart! 

Bani/L rs bothjaiKifencI the king with raw* 
Kmg I hat were fome louc, but little polling, , 

Then whither he goes, thither let me go. 

Kmg So two togither weeping make one woe, 
Weepe for tnp in France, I for thee heere, 

Better far off t^ben neerebenere theneere. 

Go count thy yyay with fighes,I mine with groiner. 

wa y Iballhane thelongett moanes, 
Ktng T w ife For one ftep ile groanc, the way being lioit, 
And peece the w,ay put with aheauic heart. 

Cometjorne in wqoing forow lets be briefe, 

~* nce we-ddiiig itjthereis fuch length in griefe. 

One kille fhali ftoppe our mouthes,and doubly part, 
Thusgiue I mine,and thus take I thy heart: 

Slttcene Giue me mine ownc againc.twere no good part) 
To take on me to keepe,and(kill thy heart: 

So now I hauc mine owne againe,be gone. 

That I may flriue to kill it with a groane, 

Kmg We make woe wanton with this fond delay, 

: >• Once 
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exeunt. 


King Richard the fecond. 

0 ncemoreadcw,the reft let forrow fay. 

Du. My Lord you told me you would tell the reft. 

When weeping made you breakc the ftory 
Of our two Coofins commi ng into London. 

Yorks • Where did I leaue? 

Du. At that fad flop my Lord, 

Where rude mifgouerncd hands from wmdowes tops, 

Threw duft and rubbifo on King Richards head. 

Yorks Then (as I fayd)the Duke great Bullirigbrooke, 

Mounted vpon a hotre and fieriefteede. 

Which his afpiring rider feemde to know, 

With flow, but ftatcly pace kept on his courfe, 

While all tongues cride,God faue the Bullingbrooke, 

You would haue thought the vcric windowes fpake: 

Somany greedie lookes ofyong and old, 

Through cafcments darted their defiring eyes 
Vpon his vifage,and that al the wals 
With painted imagery had fayd at on.ee, 

lefupreferue the welcome Bullingbrooke, 

■Whilft he from.the one fide.to the other turning 
Barc'/ieadedjower then his proude fteedes nccke 
Be/pakethem,thus»I thanke’you countrymen? 
An<hhusftilldoing,thushepaflt along. 

‘Du. Alacke poore Richard,w here rides he the whilfti 

Yorke As in a Theater the eyes of men. 

After a wel, graced A&or leaues the ftage. 

Are idly bent on him that enters next. 

Thinking his prattle to be tedious: 

Euen fo,or with much more contempt mens eye* 

Did fcoule on gentle Richard,no man cricd,God filUC him# 
No ioyful tongue gaue him his welcome homc,^ 

. But dull was throwne vpon his facrcd head. 

Which with fuch gentle forrow he fhooke offj 
Nis face ftil combating with tcarcs and (miles. 

The badges of his griefe and patience. 

That had not God for fome ftrong purpofe ftceld 
The hearts of men»they muft perforce haue melted? 

Aad Barbanfme it felfe hauc pitched him, 
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Enter duke 
ofYorks 

and the 
duchefe. 




